**MY    SERPENT    OF    OLD    NILE5*

lands of the Armenian border, which Xenophon had
known ; and as a genial and friendly officer pos-
sessing that personal attraction which has sometimes
doubled the power of great commanders. He seemed
to hear the cries of rage and despair which arose
from his army as they watched him sail away ; the
shrieks of his sailors whom he had abandoned in
his great ships, which Octavian, cool, pitiless, and
decisive as he always was, ordered to be burnt where
they lay. One after another they flamed. They
burnt to the water's edge. Hissing and steaming as
water mingled with the intense heat, they disappeared
beneath the surface, bearing with them the ruins of
skilful construction, the masses of treasure hidden in
their holds, and the souls of men, both slave and
free. Soldiers and sailors, Antony had abandoned
them all.

How noble would his reputation have been in
Rome and in all history if only he had remained
at the head of his legions or on the quarter-deck
of his flagship, and cried : " Here I stand, your
Admiral, your Imperator, your fellow-citizen in arms !
Let the enemy do his worst upon me ! Here I stand
to the end.55 Thousands had died for him ; thou-
sands stood ready to die. He was a man over fifty,
a man of unusual strength and of valour proved in
many crises of fate. How could he abandon them,
just to save his life, or to adventure upon a visionary
Empire in barbaric lands ? I thought of Napoleon
at Moscow, and of the Kaiser at Spa.

Exquisite luxury had effeminated his body and
impaired his power of decision. He had learnt to
enjoy all the physical delights of a life that supplied
them without his effort. Good things to eat and
drink, silken clothes, cool or pleasantly heated rooms,
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